TEXTS   AND   PRETEXTS

Here, in this little Bay,

Full of tumultuous life and great repose,

Where, twice a day,

The purposeless glad ocean comes and goes,

Under high cliffs and far from the huge town,

I sit me down.

For want of me the world's course will not fail;

When all its work is done, the lie shall rot;

The truth is great and shall prevail,

When none cares whether it prevail or not.

COVENTRY   PATMORE.

Timber

Sure thou didst flourish once ! and many springs,
Many bright mornings, much dew, many showers
Passed o'er thy head : many light hearts and wings,
Which now are dead, lodged in thy living bowers.
And still a new succession sings and flies ;
Fresh groves grow up and their green branches shoot
Towards the old and still enduring skies,
While the low violet thrives at their root.

HENRY VAUGHAN.

The thought that the world persists and, like the
Jolly Miller of the song, cares for nobody, is sometimes
profoundly consoling, sometimes a kind of derisive
insult. It depends upon circumstances and our mood.
Anyhow, the fact remains.

If dead we cease to be, if total gloom
Swallow up life's brief flash for aye, we fare

As summer gusts, of sudden birth and doom,

Whose sound and motion not alone declare,
304